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Introduction 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction and should be enjoyed as such. 


Alex Lifeson dug through his backpack for the millionth time and finally dumped its entire contents on the floor 
of the tent. No GPS. He could have sworn that he packed it! As much as he hated to have to admit that he 
pulled such a lunkhead move after bragging that he was the better boy scout, he knew he had to fess up. He 
poked his head outside of the tent and called to his oldest and dearest friend and bandmate, Geddy Lee, who 


was attempting to start a fire. 


"Dirk," he addressed the man by the childhood nickname he had bestowed upon him so many years ago. "Did 


you bring a GPS.or a compass? Or even a map, by any chance?" 


Geddy, who had been crouched down in front of the fire pit, blowing on the embers, stood up and peered at his 
blonde friend over the top rims of his glasses. "Lerxst!" he admonished gently. "You were in charge of bringing 
the GPS as | recall. Something about how you possessed superior scouting skills comes to mind. Don't tell me 


you went and spaced it off 


Alex blushed and frowned. He looked like a scolded ten-year-old instead of the forty year-old responsible adult 
that he was apparently just "playing on TV." 


"And why, pray tell, did you not bring a map or a compass as back-up anyway, in case we lost a signal? Which, 
by the way, has already happened with our cell phones. They are basically useless now. Plus my battery has 
died." 


"| know, | know. | screwed up, Ged" 


"lts alright, Lerxst. | should have packed a backup just in case. And a map and a compass would have been nice 


as well. So that's it, then. We're lost." 


A Bearing on Magnetic North 


The Counterparts tour had finally wound up and the band members of Rush were ready to take a nice long 
break from the road and the music business. Drummer Neil Peart was going to spend the time writing a book 
about a cycling trip in Africa he'd taken several years prior. Lead singer and bassist Geddy Lee and lead 
guitarist Alex Lifeson had some projects planned to fill the time, but as usual, found that they missed each 
other's company terribly after just a few weeks apart. Alex couldn't remember a significant stretch of time 
they had spent apart since they became fierce friends at the age of twelve. They still lived in the same 


Toronto neighborhood, only a few blocks apart from one another. 


Alex was having another difficult night. He'd tossed and turned, his mind trying to solve the age-old dilemna of 
his heart. How much longer was this going to go on? How many more years was he willing to let slip away 
without finally confessing to his best friend that he was in love with him and begging Geddy to consider 


whether he could ever feel the same way about him? 


At last Alex gave up the struggle and grabbed the remote contol. Flipping the channels restlessly, he finally 
landed on a documentary about hiking and camping in the Sierra Nevadas. The scenery was breathtaking and 
when the announcer pointed out that you could explore the mountain range for months on end and never run 
into another living soul, he got a brilliant idea As he started to pack a few things and make a list of some 
other things he would need to buy, he began plotting about how he was going to talk his best friend into 


following him on yet another crazy adventure. 


eR 


"Ged," Alex braced himself to deliver his usual spiel. The possibility of his friend saying no always loomed even 
though he had never actually vetoed any of Alex's ridiculous suggestions thus far. "I'm bored. And | 
miss..hanging out with you. | couldn't sleep last night and | ended up watching this program about the Sierra 
Nevada mountains and | got to thinking..wanna go camping?" 


The line was silent on the other end and Alex started to get worried. But then that silvery-sweet voice that 


haunted his dreams said, "Sure, why not? Sounds like a blast!" 


Alex vowed then and there to show the man on the other end of the line just how grateful he was for a 
lifetime of capitulation to his every preposterous proposal. And he also vowed that when he finally had Geddy 
all alone in the wilderness, that he would finally tell him how he felt about him. How he loved him and wanted 
to be his lover. And let the consequences follow. He was pretty sure, but not entirely sure, that even if Geddy 
didn't reciprocate his feelings, that their long history together and obvious platonic affection, would keep his 
friend by his side no matter what. It was a bittersweet realization And perhaps the reason he hadn't pushed 
the envelope in all these long years. Because as long as he didn't voice the proposition aloud, there was still 
some hope. He dreaded the finality of rejection, the loss of hope that would devour him if Geddy ever told him 
that the two of them could never be. 


The two best friends spent the next week gathering supplies and packing for their adventure. Geddy made sure 
to pack several bota bags full of their favorite wines and Alex made a clandestine call to a former roadie to 
score an abundant supply of weed. He remembered all too well how his beloved responded to THC and intended 
to capitalize on this fortuitous detail. There was that one time he cherished to this day, the memory of it 
shining at the edges like the golden light of twilight, when he and Geddy had gotten really, really high. but he 
couldn't allow himself to dwell on the memory. Because it was probably just a fluke, a by-product of the drugs 
and their youth, an experimentation. It was the only time he had ever got to touch Geddy..and to be touched 
by him. And, truthfully, though the thought of it hurt like a cancer, he knew that if it was all he ever got, he 
could settle for it.make the recollection of it enough to last a lifetime. It was the lifeline he clung to, the hope 
against all odds that maybe. just maybe..it could happen again 


"Hey, Lerxst;" Geddy called from the living room. "Don't forget to pack lots of extra underwear." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Alex smiled blissfully to himself. Geddy made him completely happy. 
Well.almost. He knew exactly what incident his friend was referring to. Several years ago Alex had spent the 
night at Geddy's house. The next morning, he brought an armful of fresh clothes into the bathroom to change 
into after his shower but when he dried off and began to dress, he couldn't find his underwear. He had almost 
given up the search and was just going to go without when he spotted them a few feet away on the tiled 
floor. He must have dropped them. He hastily grabbed them and put them on. They were a bit tight. He really 
needed to lose some weight, he thought to himself vaguely. 


As soon as Alex emerged from the bathroom, Geddy went in. After a few minutes he called out, "Hey, Lerxst.. 
did you happen to see the pair of dirty underwear | left on the floor in here?" Geddy was a very fastidious 
person and had no doubt panicked when he realized he had been such a slob with a guest in the house. 


When Alex didn't answer right away, Geddy poked his head out the door. Alex had a funny look on his face and 
then he started to crack up. "I think I'm wearing them!" The two men roared until tears streamed down their 


cheeks and the mix-up had been dubbed "The Underwear Incident of 1992" Secretly, the whole debacle was a 


huge turn-on for Alex. 


"Oh, you know exactly what it means," teased the singer, joining his buddy in the bedroom. "You better be 
keeping your hands off my drawers!” 


"Why youl" The blonde man whirled around and tackled the snickering bassist, landing him on his bed. Kneeling 
over him, he proceeded to take advantage of the situation and tickled his friend mercilessly. Geddy shrieked and 
squirmed beneath him, his glasses slightly askew giving his tormentor a stunning view of his rainforest green 


eyes. 


The playful romp was familiar and not uncomfortable; they had wrestled like this since they were boys. It 
drove Alex crazy, but he loved it. It took all of his willpower to keep an erection at bay..or at least undetected. 
He liked the challenge, but not as much as he liked the motion of his best friend squirming helplessly beneath 
him, the feel of his skin underneath his fingertips, and the heady scent of his nearness. If there is a Heaven 


and a Hell, he reasoned, both places must feel something like this. He often wondered if Geddy had ulterior 


motives for getting himself in this situation time and time again. Maybe he enjoyed it as much as he did. He 
dismissed the thought regretfully almost as soon as it came. Probably just wishful thinking on his part. 


He finally relented and rolled to the side of his friend. He was getting way too aroused. He needed a diversion. 


"ll be in charge of navigation on this expedition. | was a much better boy scout than you, as | recall" 
Oh, really? You could tell that in the whole three weeks before we quit going?" 

"Yes, | definitely had far superior tracking and navigation skills." 

Little did Alex know that he was going to regret these words. 


3 REE EK 


They checked into a quiet bed and breakfast near the trailhead registering under the name Gary Weinrib. Their 
fanbase was still exclusive enough that they could usually remain incognito this way as only the rarest of 
diehard fans knew it was Geddy's given name. Geddy surprised Alex by suggesting that they just get one room. 
He argued that they might as well get used to close quarters, besides, they usually ended up camped out in 
one room or the other anyway. They had a nice dinner with a few bottles of wine before retiring to their 
suite. Alex was tempted to pull out the pot, but he wanted to surprise his friend with it later, when they were 
in the mountains. All alone.just the two of them. He settled for ordering another bottle of wine to be brought 


to their room. 


Lounging in their pajamas, the two musicians clinked their glasses and planned their journey. "Dirk, can | ask you 


a serious question?" 
‘Of course. Anything.’ 


Alex paused for a split second but decided not to go there..yet. "Can you please explain to me how you talked 
me into this crazy hiking idea in the first place?" His tongue felt thick in his mouth and his head was spinning 
just a bit. He grinned drunkenly but adorably at his companion. 


"What am | going to do with you, Lerxst?" Geddy swept his hair back from his fingers and took of his glasses, 
setting them in their case for the night. "We better hit the sack. Tomorrow's going to come early and this is 


our last night on an actual bed for awhile so we better enjoy it while we can" 


When they were both tucked snugly in their beds, Alex decided to try something. "Dirk Ask your mom if you 
can come have a sleep-over in my bed tonight" It was a long shot, but one he could easily dismiss as sheer 
Lerxstishness if Geddy became offended. The singer's laughter answered him across the room and he figured 


this was Geddy's gentle way of saying no. But then he felt his friend crawl into bed next to him. 


"Mom said | could," he slurred and giggled. 


"Oh, Dirk!" He hugged his friend to him and then as quickly released him. "Your mom is awesome." 


"G'night, Lerxst;" Geddy yawned into the darkness. Alex wanted to curl up next to him but he couldn't risk 
revealing the presence of "Mr. Happy" at this juncture. He willed himself to calm down and wait. The last thing 


he wanted to do was piss off his buddy and have him cancel the whole excursion. 
"Sweet dreams, Dirk." 


The golden haired guitarist watched his friend sleep for a long time, listening to his steady breathing, body 
aching to draw nearer, until he finally drifted off into dreamland..and had that dream. Of all the dreams (or 
nightmares, as was more common for him) he could have had while sleeping right next to the object of his 


affection, he had that dream. 


It was a memory, really, although his slumbering mind occasionally embellished it a bit. He and Geddy must 
have been about fourteen or fifteen and Alex had scored some weed off his cousin. He had gotten high several 
times before, but it was Geddy's first time. They snuck out into an old barn that had long been abandoned with 
some snacks, cokes and blankets, anxious to catch a buzz. Alex could feel his friend's eyes on him, watching as 
he rolled a joint and took a hit. "Watch me, Dirk and do what | do. It's easy. Just hold the smoke in for as long 


as you can." 


Geddy made a valiant effort but ended up coughing and red-faced. Alex patted him on the back and handed him 
a coke. "Let's try this, Ged. I'll take a hit and then blow it into your mouth." Alex wasn't sure where he got the 
idea, or why it would make the process easier, if at all, for his young and inexperienced friend. The idea just 
came into his mind. It might have been because he had started to feel a strong magnetic pull toward the boy 
lately, an inexplicable attraction that he didn't quite understand. In any case, the thought of the dark-haired 


boy's mouth on his caused a powerful yearning in the pit of his stomach. 


The quiet and introspective boy looked at him with trusting, doe-like eyes and nodded his consent. Alex drew in 
a hit and put his hand on the back of his friend's head. Geddy opened his mouth in an "o" and Alex joined their 
lips together and blew while the other boy inhaled. This time Geddy was able to hold the smoke in without 
choking. Alex's lips burned and tingled and he felt himself getting hard. They repeated the maneuver several 
times, alternating which one delivered the hit to the other. Each time, their lips lingered a bit longer and their 
mouths opened wider to give and receive the sweet smoke. All of a sudden, Alex realized that his friend looked 


pretty baked and he was feeling pretty high himself. 


"Are you okay, Dirk?" he asked in his gentle, loving way. He really cared for Geddy but right at this moment, 
he was pretty sure he loved the boy. 


"| think I'm stoned,” his friend replied with a lop-sided grin, eyes at half-mast. 
"I think you may be right," Alex agreed and then glanced down as Geddy squirmed and fidgeted on the blanket. 


It was then that he saw it. His friend had a boner. And it looked huge. He tried not to stare, but he couldn't 
pull his eyes away. Geddy noticed and turned beet-red. 


Alex, realizing his folly, thought quickly. He didn't want his friend to be uncomfortable. "Don't be embarrassed, 
Dirk. Pot does that to a lot of guys. Gives them a hard-on, that is. It does it to me, too. See?" In his 
disinhibited state, he found himself taking Geddy's hand and guiding it to his crotch. Geddy's eyes widened as 
his fingers came in contact with the outline of his best friend's cock, rock hard beneath soft denim, but he 
didn't draw his hand away. He continued to touch Alex all the while staring, hypnotized, his eyes twin seas of 
green, with black pinpoint pupils pulsing in the centers. Alex shivered at the pleasurable sensations coursing 


through him and tried to find his voice. 
"Can |.touch you too?" he asked timidly, afraid to break the spell. "No one but us ever has to know. | promise." 


Geddy nodded and undid his zipper, drawing out his length. Alex's mouth went dry at the sight of it. He was so 
big. He quickly undid his pants and released his own erection Then Alex drew his friend down on the blanket and 
kissed him like a boy would kiss a girl and they touched each other's hard cocks for what seemed like a very 
long time, stroking and then furiously pumping each other until Geddy cried out and came all over Alex. The 
feel of the mercurial drops splattering across his abdomen and cock, still tightly gripped in his best friend's 


warm hand, sent him shooting off seconds later, sobbing Geddy's name as he came. 


3 EEE EK 


Alex awoke to the first rays of light. The dream was still fresh in his mind. Geddy was lying on his side next to 
him, presumably still asleep. He hoped he hadn't made any noises or spoke in his sleep. His thoughts wandered 


back to that time in the barn. 


Afterward, he had felt as shy as Geddy looked. They were both still pretty high and, perhaps to escape the 
awkwardness more than anything, they fell asleep. When they woke up the next morning, Alex tried to ease his 
friend's conscience because he looked like he might be feeling guilty. He stated in an off-hand way that he 
must have blacked out when they smoked the weed because he didn't remember a thing. Geddy, looking 
relieved, readily agreed that he too had no recollection of anything that transpired after the first few hits. 
And they never talked about it again 


The Lake Between Sun and Moon 


They were on their way at last! Geddy insisted that Alex take the lead, calling him "Tonto, my faithful Indian 
Guide." Alex was already regretting his earlier bravado; he'd much rather follow Geddy and admire his 
scrumptuous ass. But there was the beauty of nature all around him to enjoy, made much more enchanting by 


the presence of his loved one, following faithfully in his footsteps. 


"This pack is ridiculously heavy," complained the singer. "I might have went a little overboard in the wine 
department. l'm practically sloshing with each step." He laughed that little laugh that lit up Alex's world. 


"We'll make a short day of it today, Ged. We're in pretty good shape from the tour but we're not exactly 
Sherpa material. Besides, each day our packs will get lighter as we drink up the wine and water and eat 


through our food supply.” 


They traveled awhile in silence, taking in the gorgeous landscape and spectacular views. The sky was a vast 
blue mirrored ceiling and there were birds chirping and woodpeckers giving Pratt some serious competition in 
the percussion business. They were traversing an uphill climb, between a narrow tunnel of towering pines that 
wound dizzily up the mountainside. Alex couldn't remember a time he was ever happier. Well, except for that 
one time! Damn that dream.tthat memory! It had stayed with him, haunted him, and beckoned him his entire 
life. Well, he had plans to rectify the situation, to bring a lifetime of longings to their rightful conclusion. Or at 
least try. How did TS. Eliot say it? "Should | after tea and cakes and ices, have the strength to force the 


moment to its crisis?" 


They stopped for lunch at the side of a river, swollen with the floods of spring. Geddy set out a spread of 
grapes, cheese, trail mix, and beef jerky on the blanket Alex placed on the ground. They had both kept hydrated 
on the hike with sips from their water-filled “camelbacks." Now it was time for a few sips of wine, if only to 
reduce the sloshing. 


"Is so beautiful here," the singer noted appreciatively, eyes focused on his sandy haired companion 


"Thank you so much for being here with me, Dirk" He wanted to say more. He wanted to tell his friend that he 
was the one that made his world so beautiful and that without him at his side, he may as well be trudging 
through a wasteland. But then he became enraptured and tongue-tied as he watched his friend open his mouth 
to eat a grape, pink wet tongue wrapping around the skin of the fruit matching the color of his eyes. He willed 
himself to look away. It was difficult enough hiking uphill with a full pack in the blazing sun; he didn't need to do 


with an erection as well. 

"You know, Lerxst, I've never regretted following you all these years, my friend. Well, except for that one time 
when you talked me into stealing Pratt's boxers and running them up the flagpole in front of the Holiday Inn in 
DC. | don't think he's ever forgiven us for that one." He took a swig of wine and handed it to Alex. 


Alex took a long pull of the sweet vintage and laughed aloud "The look on his face was priceless, though, ya 


gotta admit! He got us back at the next hotel though, when he booked a room for us with only one bed" 


Geddy blushed. "Oh, yeah. Well, he thought he was getting us back. He figured one of us would end up on the 
floor all night, but we fooled him!" Between Geddy's dazzling smile and the sunlight reflecting in his auburn 
eyes, Alex was nearly blinded and fished into his backpack for his sunglasses. The episode Geddy was referring 
to was early in their career, during their Fly By Nght tour. Alex and Geddy had shared beds since they were 
twelve. They only started to get shy about it after the time they got high in the barn. But that night, it was 
more important that their drummer not get the upper hand, so they shared. Alex was relieved; he thought 
Geddy would never feel that comfortable and unthreatened with him after their youthful exploration on that 
treasured night. At the same time, he didn't know whether to give Neil a bone-crushing hug of gratitude or 
choke the life out of him for the longest and horniest night of his life. 


Feeling himself harden again, he quickly changed the subject. "There is a lake up ahead on the trail somewhere. 


We should reach it in two or three more hours. We can set up camp there." 


Before they resumed their hike, Geddy took a rubber band out of his pocket and gathered his shoulder-length 
hair back in a pony tail. "H's hotter than hell," he exclaimed. Alex could hardly take his eyes off the sight of his 
lovely exposed neck. In his mind's eye, he traced its gentle curve and pressed his lips there, making his friend 
shiver in his arms. Damn, it was going to be a long day. 


About three hours later, they still seemed to be no closer to a lake. More disturbingly, the trail had forked a 
couple of times and Alex wasn't entirely sure if they were on the right one anymore. He tried to picture the 
trail map in his mind. Now that he thought about it, he wasn't sure he remembered to re-pack it after his 
last minute review of their planned route. Oh well, he had the GPS, so it wouldn't be hard to get back on track 
in any case. But then they rounded the next bend and Alex breathed a sigh of relief. The lake spread out 
before them, another mirror reflecting the sky above. In a moment of hubris, he actually congratulated 
himself for his stellar navagation skills. 


But now, a serious decision had to be made. Should they set up the tent and make camp, then go for a swim? 
Or simply abandon their packs, strip to their boxers and dive in? Their sweaty, overheated bodies seemed to 
vote for the latter, and one look between them was all the debate that was needed. Leaving discarded packs 
and articles of clothing in their wake, they raced each other to the sparkling water, laughing with unbridled joy. 
Geddy beat Alex to the shore and dove beneath the surface. He came up for air just as Lerxst did a 
cannonball splash, drenching him all over again. When he surfaced, blonde hair plastered to his scalp, Geddy was 
there to shove him back down In a brilliant countermaneuver, the bassist felt his leg being grasped and he 
was yanked below the surface as well. They played like overgrown children for about an hour, until they were 
hungry and exhausted. Then they gathered their things and found a nice place near the shore to pitch their 
tent. By the time they had erected the dome-like structure, they had dried off under the waning sun and 
hurried to dress before they became chilled. It pained Alex to see his heartthrob cover that sexy body of his, 


but he knew how easily he succombed to the cold. 


"IIl build us a fire, Dirk We should get up early tomorrow morning and do some fishing. Trout for breakfast 
sounds divine." 


After a campstove dinner of freeze-dried noodles, dried salmon and fruit, they sat around the roaring fire and 
shared a bota bag of wine. "Hey, Dirk | have a surprise for you." Alex smiled and pulled out a joint. Green eyes 
flashed in the night. The two bandmates had continued to get high throughout their youth, but it had been 
many years since they had last indulged. He saw something like a wild light come into Geddy's eyes and wished 
he knew exactly what his friend was thinking. They passed the glowing ember back and forth in silence for 
awhile and started on a new bag of wine. At some moment in time that Alex must have blinked during and 
missed, the sun had slipped below the horizon and a full moon had taken its place illuminating the heavens. 


Finally Geddy broke the silence. 
"Man, my back is sore," he said with a groan, stretching painfully and gazing up into a ceiling hung with stars. 
"C'mere and sit in front of me, Ged. I'll give you a massage." 


Alex couldn't believe his luck when Geddy complied, sitting down in front of him. He started at the singer's neck, 
a fantasy come true, working his fingers nimbly up and down and finding the spots of tension When he reached 
his shoulders, his friend sighed. "That feels good, Lerxst. But | think | need to lie down" Judging by his slurring, 
Alex could tell that he had been affected by the evening's "refreshments." He was feeling pretty spaced out 
himself. 


"Go lie down, Dirk. I'll put the fire out and then come finish that back rub if you want me to." 


Alex hoped he wasn't being too presumptuous, but then came the sweet reply. "I'd like that, Lerxst. You are 
too good to me, you know that?" 


The night was warm and the tent cozy, even with the tent canopy open so they could stare up through the 
canvas mesh at the night sky. A small lantern glowed weakly illuminating a very sexy bassist, shirtless and 
lying on his stomach in the sleeping bags that he had apparently took the liberty of zipping together. Alex 
nearly moaned aloud at the sight of him and the anticipation of touching his warm skin. He quickly donned his 


pajama bottoms and crawled in next to Geddy, wanting to pinch himself. He must be dreaming. 


"Alex?" The guitarist held his breath. Please dont say you changed your mind, Ged "Are you sure you don't 


mind? Your back must be sore too." 


"| don't mind at all, Dirk. And my back feels fine for now. I'll probably feel it in the morning though." He started 
again at Geddy's shoulders, working his thumbs in circles along the shoulder blades. The feel of his naked skin 
had him swollen and throbbing inside his boxers. He worked his hands down his back slowly, responding to 
various grunts and moans that told him he had found the painful muscles and was giving relief. His hands 
shook as he reached the small of Geddy's back; he wanted so much to keep going lower..to reach beneath him. 
But he could tell by the change in his breathing that his beloved had fallen asleep. Besides, Geddy was pretty 
ripped and he didn't want to take advantage of him in such a vulnerable state, especially knowing how he had to 
slowly regain his trust when they were younger. He knew that Geddy had crawled into his bed last night and 
zipped their sleeping bags together tonight because he trusted him implicitly and he would never do anything 


to betray that trust. He drew the sleeping bags around them and placed a burning kiss on his slumbering best 
friend's shoulder. 


"| love you, Dirk," he whispered and cuddled up next to him, careful to keep a proper amount of space between 
his throbbing groin and the singer's hip, and fell into a deep sleep. 


Moment of Crisis 


Alex opened his eyes in the early glow of dawn to the wonderful sight of his beloved Dirk, lying on his side and 
staring back at him with shining, verdant eyes. "Good morning, Alli," he breathed and Alex nearly melted. With 
his glasses off and his hair all tousled with sleep, he looked exactly like the young boy Alex had fallen in love 
with. He'd only grown more handsome and desirable with age, Alex thought. 


Geddy reached out and brushed his fingertips across his face. "You talk in your sleep, you know that?" Alex 
felt his face go hot and tried frantically to remember what he might have dreamed about. "Don't worry, 
Lerxst. You didn't tell any state secrets. Let's go catch some trout" 


Geddy sure seemed chipper, hopping out of their sleeping bag cocoon and getting ready for the day. Alex felt 
pretty chipper himself, but speaking of state secrets, he had some "time-sensitive material" hidden beneath 
the sleeping bag and wasn't ready to jump up and put it on display. Luckily, Geddy left the tent to heat up 
some coffee on their portable camp stove. Alex smiled ruefully to himself. It was gonna be another long, hard 
day with his sexy, best friend He was starting to wonder if it might be remotely possible that Geddy wanted 
the same thing he wanted. It sure seemed like he was flirting with the guitarist lately, but it was probably just 
his testosterone-fueled imagination and a truckload of wishful thinking. 


Clad in shorts and tank tops, they carried a thermos of coffee and their fishing gear to the water's edge. Then 
they kicked off their shoes and waded out into the lake to cast their lines. The early morning light swathed the 
mountain peaks in a pink and orange blanket of clouds and their cast lines spread silver ripples in the diamond- 


studded water. 


"Don't worry, Dirk. Using my superior skills as an Indian Guide and Eagle Scout, | will catch us a whole slew of 


trout for breakfast," Alex boasted. 
Geddy laughed. "Eagle Scout?" 


"Well, | was only about twenty.hundred or so merit badges away from getting one. | coulda done it if you 


weren't always tempting me to go play music with you." 

"Uh huh," Geddy chuckled, and reeled in a large fish. 

Alex's mouth dropped open. "Hey, how did you do that, eh? No fair!" He helped Geddy get it off the hook. Geddy 
didn't rub it in, but he was clearly gloating quietly to himself. Alex glared at him. "That was just a fluke. I'll 


catch the next one, and it will be twice as big!" 


"Uh huh," Geddy smirked and Alex kicked some water at him. "Hey, knock it off! Don't make me take you over 


my knee, Lerxst!" 


Alex felt his groin tighten at the lewd suggestion and swallowed hard. He looked at his friend in shock but 


Geddy was already casting his line, oblivious to the fact that he'd almost caused the guitarist to shoot off in 
his pants. By the time he had recovered enough to re-cast his own line, Geddy was reeling in a second fish! 


And it was about twice as big as the first one! 
"Just go ahead and say it, Dirk," Alex pouted. 


"Say what?" Geddy asked, in faux innocence, trying unsuccessfully to keep a straight face. "It was just luck, 


that's all. You can pay me back by using your superior gourmet cooking skills to make us a delicious breakfast” 


Alex narrowed his eyes and pursed his lips. "Oh, I'll pay you back alright," he warned. Little shit, distracting him 
with his cock-teasing comments and then catching all the fish! 


After breakfast (where, in his humble opinion, Alex outdid himself in the culinary department) they packed up 
camp and hit the trail. At first they had trouble finding it. The path they arrived at the lake on ended there 
and they had to circle about halfway around the water's edge to find another trailhead. Alex assured his 
companion that it was the right one, but truthfully, he wasn’t sure. But the last thing he wanted to do was 
admit it after the humiliation of being out-fished by the man he wanted to bed. He made a mental note to 
check the GPS once they got to the next campsite. 


"Alex!" Geddy exclaimed softly behind him. "Look!" 


Alex stood still and looked where his friend was pointing. There was a herd of elk grazing in the valley just 
below the ridgeline they were traveling on. They stood there for awhile watching the magnificent creatures 
before reluctantly resuming the hike. They came to many forks in the trail and each time Alex picked one at 


random, trying to appear confident that he knew exactly where they were going. 


"How much further until we get to camp?" Geddy asked, his sweet voice filled with complete and unquestioning 


trust. 


Alex winced. He hated knowing that he was unworthy of such trust at this point and he didn't want to lie, but 
he wasn't willing to admit defeat yet. "Not too much longer, | think," he hedged. 


They had been hiking downhill beside a river for some time now (although you couldn't actually call what they 
were walking on a trail anymore) and it became wider and louder with each step as the tumbling water gained 
speed. Finally they rounded a bend and came to the top of a waterfall. They climbed down the rocky edges of 
the fall where the cascade emptied into a quiet pool, then trickled into a small tributary. They followed the 
tributary for another ten minutes or so before coming to a large grassy area, relatively flat and shaded by 


tall conifers, that looked perfect for tent-pitching. 


Stopping ceremoniously in his tracks, Lerxst assumed his most prophetic-sounding voice and declared, "THIS is 


the place!" 


"You never said anything about a waterfall, Lerxst," noted the perceptive bassist, sounding a bit too smug for 


Alex's liking. 
'|.wanted to surprise you, Ged," he bluffed. 


"Uh huh." Geddy clearly wasn't buying it. Alex made another silent vow to wipe that smirk off his face. If he 


could manage not to jump his bones first, that is. 


After they pitched the tent, Alex offered to finish setting up camp while Geddy walked back to the pool below 
the waterfall and washed up. His friend thanked him and gathered a small bag packed with a towel, soap, 
shampoo and a fresh set of clothes. Alex should have taken this opportunity to pull out the GPS and check 
their location without Geddy finding out that he had no idea where they were anymore. But he had other plans 
in mind, motivated by a heady mixture of lust and revenge. He gave Dirk a few minutes of lead time and then 
began to stealthily follow him, wishing he actually was Tonto, the Faithful Indian Guide. When his hunky friend 
reached the edge of the pond and sat his bag down, Alex hid behind the trunk of an ancient redwood to watch 
the strip show. He ought to be ashamed of himself, he thought fleetingly, then turned all of his attention 
toward the sexy guy getting ready to take off all his clothes right before his very eyes. First Geddy peeled 
off his sweaty t-shirt making the peeping-Al behind him salivate at the sight of the muscles rippling across 
his back and shoulders. Maybe he could talk Ged into another back rub tonight. He stifled a moan when the 
singer stripped out of both his shorts and his boxers in one graceful motion revealing his naked ass. The sight 
of it made him ache with need. Just furn around now, Dirk.please. Let me see that sweet cock of yours. Without 
you seeing me see you, that is But his silent plea was not answered and he bit his lip in frustration when the 
singer walked out into the center of the water, which covered him all the way up To his shoulders. 


He continued to watch as Geddy washed his hair and decided to go with Plan B: revenge! He snuck from bush 
to shrub to tree to rock and then quickly grabbed the pile of Geddy's discarded clothes and his bag. He hid 
everything in a bush except the boxers he'd just watched his best friend push down past those sexy hips and 
that hot little ass. Pulling his shirt down to hide his hardness, he turned the boxers upside down and drew the 
elastic waistband around his forehead. Then he gave an Indian war whoop and burst out of the bushes. Geddy 
spun around in the water, eyes wide with alarm, and there was Lerxst, all decked out in a makeshift Indian 
headdress composed of his dirty boxers doing a war dance and slapping his palm against his lips in a 
stereotypical display of typical Lerxstishness. 


"Lam Tonto, brave warrior and scout!" he clowned and was rewarded with silvery-throated laughter. 
"You're such an idiot. Get my underwear off your head! They're not even the clean ones!" 

Alex responded by pulling the elastic of the boxers all the way down to his chin. Then, for good measure, he 
stuck his tongue out the front seam and wagged it at the man in the water who was now laughing so hard 


that tears were streaming down his face. 


"I knew you'd be wearing my underwear at some point during this trip, but never in my wildest imagination did 


| think you'd be wearing them on your head! 


"You'll find that l'm full of surprises, Dirk," he said behind the fabric of his best friend's boxers. He was rather 


intoxicated by their musky smell and not in a big hurry to remove them from his face. 


"Hey, keep my boxers over your head while | get out of here and get dressed" The underwear nodded, so the 
bassist walked out of the water. 


"Lerrrrxst.where is my bag of clothes, pray tell?" 

"I have no idea what you are talking about," answered the underwear. 

"Okay, Lerxst. Here's the deal. If you don't tell me what you did with my clothes right now..oh! Nevermind, I've 
found them in this bush here. Nice try, Lerxst. But it's not going to help your case much. Hey! Quit trying to 


peek through my fly seam!" 


Alex was starting to feel a bit sheepish. He was trying to peek but had no luck before being caught red-handed 
by the object of his affection. 


"Alright, I'm dressed. You can get your face out of my crotch now." 


Alex reluctantly removed Geddy's boxers from his head and waited for the other shoe to fall. Geddy was 


looking around. "Alex, where are the fresh clothes you brought to change into?" 


"Um.uh..” Alex could only stammer. All the blood and oxygen in his body had currently taken up residence in 
the blonde musician's steel-hard cock. 


Geddy leveled him with a knowing gaze. "You did come down here to wash up, right?" When his very guilty 
looking friend didn't answer, he continued. "Just how long were you here watching me, Ali?" 


Alex felt tongue-tied and all twisted up with desire. "I didn't see.much," he stammered, in his defense. 
"Gee, that's not exactly flattering, Lerxst." A teasing smile played at the edges of his mouth. 
"No, no!" The disconcerted guitarist tried to set the record straight. "I mean.| only saw you from..behind." 


"Ah! Well then. Go ahead and have a bath yourself, Alex. | brought an extra shirt. And you might as well just 
wear my used boxers since they've already passed inspection on your face. I'll just stand here and enjoy the 
show..from behind" The dark-haired bassist practically leered at him. Alex couldn't even form words, he was so 
completely flabbergasted. He noted vaguely that he had clearly lost control of the situation And he was very 
near to losing control of himself. Geddy must have felt sorry for him because he softened his stance. "C'mon, 
Lerxst. You act like I've never seen you naked. | won't look if you don't want me to. | was just teasing you, 


man. 


Alex was one-part relieved but two-parts disappointed. He took the shampoo his friend offered him and 


proceeded to undress. Geddy retreated, leaning against a tree a few feet behind him. He had no idea if he was 
watching him or not, but he was glad that if he was, he at least wouldn't see the raging erection jutting out 
shamelessly between his legs. He hurried and got in the water, glad for the calming effect of its coldness 
against his rigid member. While he cleaned himself and washed his hair, he berated himself for his entire silly 
escapade. Ged was just being the awesome friend he had always been He couldn't possibly be interested in him 
that way. He probably either hated and was totally embarrassed about the time in the barn, or he truly didn't 


remember it. 


When it was time for him to get out and get dressed, Geddy politely excused himself after placing a towel and 
a fresh shirt next to Alex's shorts and his own, now somewhat infamous, pair of slightly-less-than-fresh 
boxers. Alex noted with chagrin that the singer was offering him a degree of dignity that he had not extended 
himself. What a hopeless pervert he was! 


On the way back to the tent, Geddy was quiet and Alex started to worry that he was angry. He looked kind of 
dazed and more than a bit distracted. But when they got back to the tent, he smiled and offered to start a 
fire. "Go roll us a couple of joints for afterward, Lerxst," he directed with a shy smile. He went inside the tent, 
but before he got out the stash, he fished in his backpack for the GPS. After spending several frantic minutes 
searching and finally dumping the entire contents of his pack on the floor of the tent, he called out to his 
friend. 


"Dirk, did you bring a GPS.or a compass? Or even a map, by any chance?" 


A Wilderness of Mirrors 


Geddy didn't seem terribly concerned about the fact that Alex had managed to get them completely lost in a 
vast American mountain range with no compass and no chart, but Alex felt absolutely miserable about it. 
"Don't worry, Lerxst. I'm sure we can find our way back the way we came. If not, we could probably survive 
here in the wilderness for like.months. Or years, if we had to!" 


Alex looked at his friend incredulously. Maybe he hit his head on a rock when he was diving in the lake and 
didn't realize it. OF course, if he had to go all Grizzly Adams, there's no one else on earth he'd rather have by 
his side. "Let's not stress about it tonight, Ali. There's nothing we can do about it until morning anyway." The 
blue-eyed musician raised his eyebrows and shook his head as if to clear it. It was worse than he thought! Ged 


was actually telling him not to worry! 
"Dirk, have you been sampling the wild mushrooms around here lately?" 


"No, but I'd like to sample some more of that doobage. It's starting to sprinkle. Let's go into the tent and get 
baked already." 


It was starting to feel like he had wandered into an episode of the Outer Limits. But Geddy was right. There 
was nothing they could do about their situation until tomorrow and they might as well enjoy themselves 
tonight. He was just glad that his friend hadn't been offended or angry about his earlier voyeurism and childish 


antics at the waterfall pool. Still, he squirmed deliciously knowing he was still wearing his loved one's underwear. 


They managed to change into pajama bottoms without a great deal of drama or trauma and sat cross-legged 
on the top of their joined sleeping bags. Geddy watched Alex roll the joints with glade-green eyes. "Alex, do you 


remember the first time we got high? You know, in the barn when we were kids?" 


Alex froze and dropped the lighter he was about to light the joint with. "Um, yeah.kind of" He couldn't believe 
Geddy was finally addressing the elephant that had been in the room with them all these long years. "Wh- 
Why?" 


"Remember how we blew the hits into each other's mouths? | thought maybe.maybe we could try that again” 


"0-okay.” God, why was he acting like such an imbecile? This was his chance to win Geddy over and he was just 


making a mess of everything. 


"Here, give me the joint, Alex. You look like you're already stoned" Geddy's eyes were just piercing his; it was 
hard to look directly into them. It was like staring through a telescope at the sun. He was high on the 
possibilities he saw there. Geddy drew in a hit and motioned for him to come near, then placed his hands on 
either side of his face and molded his mouth to his. Alex suddenly realized he was supposed to be drawing the 
smoke in and quickly took in a deep breath. Geddy drew back and chuckled softly. "We need to practice that a 
bit more, | think" His next words almost made Alex choke on the hit he was holding in. "So Alex, did you like 


what you saw down at the pond today? Tell me." 
Alex blushed and hung his head in shame. "I'm sorry about that, Dirk" 


"Why? I'm not. | certainly liked what / saw!" Alex popped his head up in shock to see his friend smiling at him, 
eyes full of affection "And I'm not referring to the little pow-wow you performed with my underwear on your 
head.although that was pretty cute too" Alex struggled to speak but was unsuccessful. "Close your mouth, 
Lerxst. The flies will get in. Here, its your turn to blow a hit into my mouth." 


Alex's hands shook as he lit the joint. He was pretty sure he'd never been this hard in his life and his stomach 
felt like it was trying to devour itself. And then he was covering Geddy's mouth with his own. He was so 
turned on, he accidentally sucked some of the smoke back in and had to pull away and cough. Geddy patted and 
rubbed his back. "Are you okay, Ali? Here, have a sip of wine." As Alex sucked down some vino out of the bota 
bag, Geddy ran his fingers through his honey-blonde hair causing him to tremble all over. Geddy gave him a 
minute to pull himself together and then took another deep drag. And then their mouths were joined again. Alex 
managed to hold the smoke in this time but as he drew back, he thought he felt his friend's tongue in his 


mouth and a crippling wave of desire washed over him. 


He knew he needed to say something now..what he'd come here to say all along. But there was some kind of 
short circuit between his brain and his mouth. To top it all off, he was hopelessy fried and hornier than he'd 
ever been in his life. He was going to have to wash Ged's underwear before giving them back, because they 


were soaked through where the leaking tip of his cock drove furiously, like a battering ram, against them. 


Geddy spoke before he could gather his own thoughts. "Alex, do you remember what we did that night in the 
barn? After we smoked the joint?" 


Alex nodded. "Yes, | remember everything.’ 

"Why did you tell me that you didn't? | thought you regretted it all these years. Have you?" 

"Oh hell no, Dirk No! | only said it because you looked so.shell-shocked the next morning. | didn't want to lose 
you as a friend because you might feel guilty about what we had done. | didn't want there to be any..weirdness 
between us." 

A slow smile spread on Geddy's face and he giggled. "Well, I'd say there's been a lot of weirdness between us 
throughout the years, Lerxst. You're pretty weird, ya know. Its one of the many things | love about you." His 


best friend's eyes glistened with sincere adoration 


"l.l kinda felt like | took advantage of you," confessed Alex. "You were just a kid and it was your first 
time..smoking pot. I'm the one who talked you into it in the first place." 


The bassist chortled. "Alex, we were the same age. You sound like an After School Special. You didn't coerce me 


into a lifetime of crime, and you can't rape the willing.” 


Alex's cock jumped in his pants at the last comment and he found himself speechless once again. So much for 
his plan of gentle seduction. Geddy was seducing him! Long, gifted fingers came to rest on his thighs and he 
knew Geddy could see how hard he was. He snuck a glance and saw that he wasn't the only one with a 
ferocious erection As usual, the size of his friend's simply took his breath away. "Alex," the singer purred. 
"Why don't you lie down and let me try blowing another hit into your mouth. They say practice makes perfect, 


you know." 


Alex nodded dumbly and complied His hard cock was painfully obvious in this position, practically vertical as it 
strained desperately to escape the confines of his clothing. He felt his face grow hot when Geddy's eyes 
lingered over it. He felt absolutely vulnerable and helpless under Dirk's hungry gaze. How did he let himself get 
in this position? He was supposed to open his heart to Geddy and lure him tenderly into lovemaking. Instead, the 
tables had been completely turned and he was being sweetly overpowered by the gentle man he'd clearly 
underestimated and who now dominated him completely. He had always been surprised by Geddy's quiet 
confidence and disconcerted by a silent strength he never felt the need to showcase. He tried to maintain some 
amount of composure when Dirk descended toward him and engulfed his mouth once again This time the hit 
was expertly transferred and Alex felt his lungs expand with the sweet-smelling vapor. "Give it back to me, 
Ali," Geddy asked and the befuddled blonde pressed his burning lips, once again, to his best-loved friend's and 
exhaled. After a few minutes, his friend released the smoke and sighed. "See, | told you, Lerxst. That 
was..perfect.” He brushed the flaxen bangs out of Alex's fast darkening eyes. 


His heart was pounding wildly in his ears as Geddy lowered himself down and claimed his mouth once again. This 
time, there was no exchange of intoxicating substances; but his friend's soft mouth worked its intoxicating 
magic on his just the same. And this time, he was certain that he felt Dirk's tongue in his mouth and his 


caressing fingertips working their way down his chest. 


As much as he didn't want it to stop, he knew that he just had to say something, make his feelings known. 
"Dirk.wait," he pulled back, panting wildly. 


Geddy only looked amused. "Am | going too fast for you, Ali? | know we've only had about.twenty-five years of 
foreplay." 


A broad grin manifested itself on Alex's cherubic face. Then he sobered, bluebird eyes shining with sincerity 
and the depths of his feelings for the man in his arms. "I just.need to tell you something, Dirk. | want you to 
know..! brought you here to tell you that.! love you. | always have. And I've wanted you all this time..so badly.” 
"I know," Geddy replied without blinking. 


"What? What do you mean, you knew? Why didn't you say anything?" 


"Well, | wasn’t sure until you brought me on this crazy adventure. |.always hoped there might be a chance 


that you would want me back, but these last few nights..." 


Alex blanched. "What have | been saying in my sleep, Ged?" 


The love of his life smiled shyly. "Well, it was mostly moaning and calling out my name, but last night..you were 
begging me to fuck you. Do you want me to fuck you, Aleksander?" 


Alex nearly came at his words. "Oh, gods..yes!" he groaned and pulled Geddy toward him, working his shirt off 
frantically. Geddy responded by helping him and then quickly shedding his pants. He stayed on his knees for a 
minute, letting the golden-haired guitarist have a long look at what he didn't get to see at the waterfall. "Oh, 
Dirk," he gasped and ran his fingers up and down its impressive length, drawing out a shudder of pleasure from 
the man on his knees. And then his shirt was being lifted away and his chest covered in wet kisses that trailed 
slowly but deliberately downward. He knew that he was just putty in the bassists hands as long fingers 


lowered his pajama bottoms and a juicy tongue licked along the taut musculature of his abdomen. 


But then the singer paused for a minute and raised his head to look at him. "I can't believe l'm taking my own 
underwear off of you, Lerxst. You're such a bad boy." He gave his ass a playful slap, causing Alex's cock to 


pulse violently. "And you've soaked them through. Do | really turn you on that much, baby?" 


Alex could only manage to nod his head and squeak in the affirmative. Geddy had to know by now that the 
guitarist was his for the taking. When his dark-haired lover crawled between his legs, he spread them eagerly, 
surrendering himself to the man poised above him, green eyes forest-dark with a desperate desire. "I love you, 
Aleksander. | love you so much my darling one." He reached down and swirled a finger atop the head of his 
lover's dripping cock and then brought it to his tongue. Alex watched spellbound as he sucked his juices from 
his fingertip, eyelids fluttering in ecstacy. And then he was being sucked hard inside that sweet mouth while 
his lover hummed his pleasure all around him. Alex grabbed the back of his head, tangled fingers in his 


chocolate curls, and moaned piteously. 
"Oh, Dirk.that's so good, baby. You're sucking my cock so good." 


His voice became desperate and ragged when Geddy ran his fingers along his inner thighs and then pushed 
them apart. He continued to move his mouth up and down his shaft, swirling his tongue around the head and 
driving him half out of his mind. But when he felt his friend run his fingers between his cheeks and circle his 
opening, he lost all control and came long and hard. Geddy watched his lover's face as his orgasm overcame 


him and swallowed everything down 


He didn't stop his sweet assault, even after he'd sucked his friend dry. He moved lower, licking and suckling his 
balls, then dragging a wet tongue down and down, exploring his opening with both tongue and fingers until Alex 
was rock hard once again. Then he lifted his head and reached beneath the sleeping bags and retrieved a small 
plastic tube. Blue eyes opened wide as he squeezed the bottle into one hand and proceded to rub glistening 


liquid all over his huge cock. 
"Okay Dirk, | admit it. You are the better boy scout," Alex gasped and Geddy smiled down at him. 


Anchoring himself with his hand on top of Alex's shoulder, he used his other hand to guide himself between his 


legs. First, he paused and looked into his lover's eyes for a last minute reassurance. When Alex nodded and 
whispered "please," Geddy pushed himself inside with one swift thrust. Alex cried out beneath him, mostly in 
shock but also with a little bit of pain Geddy held still and kissed him, letting him get used to the feel of him, 
until the blonde began to rock his hips against him to pull him in deeper. And then with consummate skill and 
tenderness, he buried his face in Alex's neck and thrust gently inside him, responding to the moaning in his ear, 
knowing that he had found that sweet spot and aiming for it again and again until they were both crying out 
their passion into the night. 


They held each other tenderly after their lovemaking, frantic hearts winding down to peaceful rythmns. As 
they were drifting off, Alex spoke. "Dirk, do you really think we will be able to find our way out of here?" 


Geddy kissed him on the forehead. "I'm one hundred percent certain of it, Lerxst” 


Alex turned and gave him a quizzical look. Geddy continued. "| have a confession to make. | kifed your GPS. Plus | 


have a map..and a compass." He gave Alex a sheepish look. 
"What?" Alex was flabbergasted. "Why?" 


"Well, | was hoping that if you thought we were lost in the wilderness that | could have a chance to win you 


over. But | guess, as usual, we were both on the same wavelength. Can you ever forgive me?" 


Alex gazed into the twin mirrors of his lover's eyes and smiled. "Of course, my love, | already have. But it 
won't be easily forgotten. And payback's gonna be a bitch!" He rolled on top of the singer and started tickling 
him. Deer startled and birds flew from their nests as the sounds of their laughter and loving filled the early 


skies of spreading dawn. 


THE END ¥ 


